in their boots, near by. He was a good-looking lad, his eyes were
open and calm, and the wind played with his hair as if he were
alive. That he should be left like that scandalized the Foresters,
and they quickly put him in a sandbag.

They made ribald jokes about Private Connolly, who having
taken a large piece of shell in his behind plunged for cover into
a flimsy makeshift shelter of corrugated iron, leaving only the
seat of the trouble to protrude into the trench for attention by
the stretcher-bearers.

I loved it. I loved the men and admired the officers. I loved
the star on my shoulder, my revolver, my orderly, the officers'
mess. No Germans bore down on me with bayonets, no heavy
bombardment came my way in these nine months in the trenches.
Bullets hit the man on my right and him on my left. Shrapnel
burst almost in my ear, but not a drop of the rain of pellets
touched me. A shell dropped beside me but politely did not
explode.

These things are the small change of warfare. Charging
into a curtain of machine-gun fire, standing still under a barrage:
these are the real tests of a man's nerve, and I was spared them.

Still immature and romantic, the moments of fright were not
yet enough to outweigh my delight in my commission, in the
stupendous drama all about me. I gave little thought to the
outcome of the war. It seemed likely to last a long while, and
that suited me, as I pottered about the trenches in front of
Ypres.

Once, peeping over the parapet, I actually saw a German.
Perhaps his trench was fallen in or flooded. He calmly cUmbed
out of it, walked a few yards silhouetted giant-like against the
sky, and disappeared, just as I squeezed the trigger.

At night I went out into No Man's Land to inspect a two-
man patrol and found them crouching behind a tree stump.
They had just seen a German patrol stroll calmly past, they
said. 'Why didn't you shoot them?' I asked. They were at a loss
for an answer. Live and let live seemed to be their motto.
Soldiers on both sides at that time, knowing that local exploits
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